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difficult to induce her to keep the position which the
artist required, for on a cross word being addressed
to her she would immediately march out and leave
the poor artist to his own operations. My friend
Mr, Buckner, now a well-known portrait-painter,
was painting her one day; she was sitting in a
most provoking attitude, and he, poor man ! forgot
himself and said something sharp to her. The girl
said nothing, but got up from the chair, went to the
corner of the room, and took up her shawl over her
arm. Returning to him, she looked in his face in
silence, then down at his feet, then raising herself up
(she was tall), walked majestically away. Mr. B. was
much disturbed at this circumstance, believing that
she would never sit again to him. The next morning
he went to the Corso, and there turned into a
jeweller's shop, and purchased a beautiful gold
ornament, then called upon the tyrant. He found
her at home. Grazia advanced, grave and grand.
B. made his bow, and begged her pardon with
humility for the scolding which he gave her, at the
same time produced the gold ornament, asking her
acceptance. She condescended to receive it and all
was made up again.
There may be seen in the streets of Rome, during
summer, groups of young women and girls dancing
and playing upon their tambourines. Grazia one
evening gave such a ball, she herself led the dance,
playing spiritedly upon her tambourine before her